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He was devoted to his parents, amiable and
docile. There had, however, been strange
rumours of late concerning him, not of any
immorality or cock-fighting or gambling, but
of something that was, in his father's eyes, very
much worse: a suspicion that he was concerting
with the Methodists, A well-known Wesleyan
itinerant, Mr- Jeremy Walker, had been seen
in his company. There was a rumour that he
had taken part in some sort of outdoor meeting,
His father had not yet dared to ask him whether
there was any sort of truth in this* He knew
well his son's honesty, but Mr* Sunwood was
grievously disturbed in his mind.

Their home on the outskirts of Cockermouth
was a pretty place, looking out to the fields and
woods, having a garden filled with sweet-williams
and pinks and hollyhocks In their due season, and
an arbour and a trellis for roses. In the parlour
there was a rosy chintz and some fine pieces of
mahogany, in Mr. and Mrs. Sunwood's bedroom
a grand four-poster and a dressing-chest with a
lattice of Chinese decoration* At the corner of
the stair there was a round-faced clock of Irish
Chippendale* There were spindle-backed chairs,
a Bury settee and a fine Turkey carpet in the
dining-room. These things were the very pride
of Mr* and Mrs. Sunwooas hearts. There was
a maid-servant called Rebecca, a cat. Timothy,
and a boy, who worked (when he felt inclined)
in the garden, named Jacob. Deborah herself
cared for the preserving, pickling and daily cook-
ing* She and Rebecca kept the little house as